whom I met in that gloriously hospitable centre from
time to time. Valentine Williams, most immaculate and
certainly the best dressed of authors I ever knew, and his
beautiful wife, were frequent callers. Beverley Nichols
I met for the first time there and St. John Ervine of the
bitter tongue and disarming manner. A sad little para-
graph in the morning paper not long ago reminded me
that it was here I first met Ray Long, Hearst's head man
and editor, then, of the Cosmopolitan. He was a difficult
fellow to get on with and singularly ruthless, but there
were many elements of pathos in connection with his
suddenly ended career.
I remember with more pleasure, perhaps, Chamberlain,
the first American magazine editor with whom I ever
came in contact, and who bought from me, for the
Cosmopolitan, the first series I ever wrote of stories with
the same characters, anticipating even Conan Doyle in his
idea of producing such a series. The tide of the first
series of these stories was The Long Arm ofMannister.
At Les Arcades, which was certainly the greatest
literary centre for the English-speaking visitors upon the
Riviera, James Douglas, the most human, perhaps, of all
our great literary journalists, was a frequent visitor. He
was editor at the time of the Sunday Express and his articles
were eagerly sought for and appreciated. Cyril Maude,
with his quaint little drawl, was an interesting raconteur
at cocktail-time, and Winifred Emery, his wife, looking
exactly like the picture of herself twenty years earlier, was
never far away. Clara Butt, always with a new system
by means of which she was going to make the great
fortune which the gramophones later laid at her feet in
more worthy fashion, was seldom without a column of
figures and a miniature roulette board in her handbag.
There is a certain sadness peculiar to itself in all this
delving into memory. I passed Les Arcades only a few
months ago. Every blind was drawn, the mimosa and
rhododendrons had shed their blossoms, nothing seemed
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